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MOTLEY 
NOTES. 


i aw bamboo is the national plant of China. Hence the 


word “ bamboozle.” 


Visitor.—“ And why do not the police compel the saloon 
keepers to comply with the requirements of the law ?” 

Manchester Man.—“ Because they comply with the require 
ments of the police.” 


The following call for professional services was sent by a 


local resident to a doctor in a neighbouring town: “ Dear 


Doctor,—My wife’s mother is at death’s door. Please come at 
once and see if you can’t pull her through.” 
HER Bonner. 
(A Husband’s Soliloquy.) 


Dearest Madge, before your mirror 
Posing with a dainty grace, 
Smiling in supreme contentment 
At that bit of plumes and lace. 
On my life, dear, you’re a picture, 
And I find you just immense, 
But I cannot help reflecting 
That you smile at my expense ! 


LEADER DESIRE. 
_ “Somehow or other my desire always keeps pace with my 
income,” 

“You're lucky to drive such a team! I drive mine tandem.” 
_It is solemnly related of an honest old fellow born 
in 1798, who has just followed his forefathers to the 
grave, that he was 
a smoker, took 
porter with his 
dinner and 
supper, and 
never attended a 
place of worship. 
—De mortuis ! 
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CYCLING, 
He asked her: ‘“ Will you tandem ride, 
kor whee] or woe, and he ny bride ih 
She said: “ Vl be your running mate, 
But want a free whee! up to date.” ? 
And he: “T guess the wheel you like 
Is the easy-going charnless bike.” 


An American professor has been marking the wonderful 
advance made by science during the last century. Comparing 
it with its predecessor, the learned professor states the case in 
this form : 

We received the tallow dip, 
we bequeath the are light. 

We received the stairway, we 
bequeath the elevator. 

And this :— 

We received the weather un 
announced, we bequeath the 
weather bureau. 

Very true; but, mark this, we 
still bequeath the umbrella. 
Which things are an allegory. 

From America comes the in 
telligence that the human 
organism cannot outlive more 
than 3,000 intoxications. This, 
we take it, is the sober truth. If a man, then, is fool enough 
to get drunk 3,001 times, he must take the consequences. 
He will be dead drunk. 





Now and again every pretty woman gets warned against 
every man she knows, except the man she happens to be with. 
PLEASURE IN STORE. 

“Do you like babies, Mr. White?” asked the young mother, 
tenderly, of the grim old bachelor who sat at the foot of the 
table. 

“ Don’t know, mum,” replied the bachelor, promptly, between 
two mouthfuls, “never tasted any.” 
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Sue APPEARED TO BE GREATLY ATTACHED TO THE 
suoy, AND THEY Went Rounp aA Good DEAL 
ToGETHER ; BUT FINALLY A Bic Swett Carrrep HER 
Orr, AND SHE DISAPPEARED ALTOGETHER FROM THE 
N EIGHBOURHOOD. 


A Goop WIFE. 


| love my Emma! She isn’t the sort 
To inspire your flowery rhymes, 

lor her words are strong, and her temper short, 
An’ she punches me cruel at times ; 

Yes, she knocks me flat with a fist of lead, 

And boots me terrible ’bout the head. 


Il love my Emma! She hasn’t the taste 
Of the upper class superfines ; 
She’s wide in her walk, and wide in the waist, 
And her fanciest boots is “nines” 
Her voice has the rasp of a bronchial crow, 
An’ the play of her reason is painful slow. 


But I love my Emma, and that’s no lie! 
I love her, and allus shall, 

An’ [ll say outright when I come to die: 
“Old wumman, you've been a pal !” 

For while I’m at rest in the Saracen’s Head, 

My Emma she’s earning our daily bread. 


The first treasure-trove of King Edward’s reign has come 
from the interior of an ancient piano. Two old ladies who 
purchased the instrument at an auction in Belfast discovered 
to their surprise that it was “stuffed with gold.” A new lining 
for pianos. As a rule they contain notes. 


History repeats itself, and so do train troubles. There is a 
double to our Great Eastern in the United States, for accord- 
ing to “Kleon,” the only time that this train reaches its 
terminal on schedule time is when one of those Montana long 
horns gets behind it and chases it in. The season ticket 
holders on the 8S.E.R. might do worse than club together and 
buy one of these long horns 





SPRING. 

Sing a song 0’ spring time, 
You of lofty brow ; 

Molly’s cleaning up the house 
Strenuously now. 

Carpets all are taken up, 
Curtains taken down, 

I’d leave, but whither shall I go’? 
It’s spring all over town. 


REMINISCENCES OF EASTER. 

Miss De Style.—“ Oh! I’ve just planned the sweetest Easter 
bonnet. It’s to be——” 

Mrs. De Style (reprovingly).—“ Fie. I should think during 
Lent, at least, you would refrain from dwelling upon earthly 
things.” , 

Miss De Style.—‘‘ Earthly! My gracious, mamma, this 
bonnet will be perfectly Heavenly.” 


RETRENCHMENT IMPOSSIBLE. 


The Deacon.—“ If but a moderate portion of the money 
spent on millinery were devoted to the church——” 


She.—“ But, Goodness! the milliners won’t reduce their 


prices !” 


Poet.—“ Good news, dear! That poem of mine——” 

Wite.— Has some one accepted it at last?” 

Poet.— No; but I’ve learned that there’s a new magazine 
just started in America that I haven’t submitted it to yet.” 


His FreLtp or ACcTIVITY. 
“When a man is born into the world his work is born 
with him.” 
“Yes, and the people he is to work, too, I suppose.” 
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Lion.—‘* Do You Minp Takinc Orr Your CLOTHES! 
Bertie.—“*‘ W—Wuy?” 

Lion.—“Onty a Litrte Fancy or Mine. I Paereé 


My Foop WrrHovuTt DREssING.” 
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If any man is worth doing he is worth 
doing well. 


“Ts be really your rival ?” 

“ Yes,” 

“Well! if I had a rival that looked like 
that, do you know what I would do?” 

“No.” 

“Td give up the girl.” 


She (threatening breach of promise suit). 
—‘Do you intend to deny, sir, that you 
proposed to me ?” 

He.—“ No; I intend to plead insanity.” 

Cabman.— I want a pair of gloves.” 

Shopkeeper.—Yes, sir, what’s your 
number ?” 


Cabman (producing his badge).—“ 3648.” f~ 
Mrs. Longwedde.—“Such a _ charming / 
husband Mrs. Von Pickle has! Sotender | / ( 


after ten years of marriage.” 

Mr. Longwedde.—“ Quite natural. It 
would make a rhinoceros tender to be 
kept in hot water for ten years.” 


“You talk a great deal in your sleep, 
John,” said Mrs. Henpeck. 
“Tt’s the only chance I get,” said John, 


meekly. f 
ve A Ul 
She.-—“Oh ! yes, I quite believe there’s os 
a fool in every family. Don’t you ?” ) 
He.—* Well—er—my_ opinion’s rather 
biassed. You see, I’m the only member of 
our family.” ~ 





aa NQEOY 


Botrep. 
Miss Passee (giving a dinner).—“ This 
wine is over forty years old.” 
Idiot (thoughtfully).—“ Bottle it your- 
self 7” 


AT SAN TOY. 
Auntie.— How Do You Like YEN How?” 
Effie.—“ HE was Very Wickep To Have More THan One Wire.” 


Auntie.—“ Wuy SunouLtp HE Not?” 


Exit By WINGs. 
Servant.—“ There’s a gentleman down- (——— — 
stairs, ma’am.’ 
Mistress,—“ Show him up to the drawing-room.” 
Servant.—“ But he has come to clean the chimbly !” 
Mistress.—“ Then show him up the chimney.” 


TACT. 

A minister’s little daughter, who had been to church for the 
first time and heard her father preach, was questioned by him 
on reaching home as to how she liked his sermon. There was 
an embarrassed silence ; then the little maid, tired out with 
the strain of “ being good,” and yet anxious not to offend in 
any wise, made answer, with a little long-drawn breath of 
patient resignation: “You preached awful long, papa ; but | 
beared it.” 


—— 


Gentleman (indignantly).—‘“ That mare I bought of you I 
call a ‘roarer !?” 

Horse Dealer (coolly).—“ Well, mister, I think Aurora’s a 
pretty name for her.” 





Effie. —“ Because 1t Says No MAN CAN SERVE Two MASTERS.” 





AN IMPOSSIBLE UNDERTAKING, 


Clerqgyman (sympathetically).—“ Terrible accident, wasn’t 
it? Six men blown to atoms with nitro-glycerine.” 

Undertaker (tearfully).—“ Heart-rending ! Not enough left 
of them for a funeral.” 


His FOR BIDDING, 


Young Sprigg.—* Mr. Bidquick, I am worth £5,000 and I 
love your daughter.” 
Mr. Bidquick (retired auctioneer).—“ Sold.” 


DIVISION OF LABOUR. 


A preacher raising his eyes from his desk in the midst of his 
sermon was paralysed with amazement to see bis rude boy in 
the gallery pelting the hearers in the pews below with horse 
chestnuts. But while the good man was preparing a frown of 
reproof, the young hopeful cried out: 

“You ’tend to your preaching, daddy; I'll keep ’em awake.” 
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OUGH IN THE WoRLD FoR YOU TO GET, 


You’RE GETTING QuiTE THIN.” 
































ROOM FOR BOTH. 


Cousin Jonathan.—“ Guess I’m Crowpine You, MisTER BULL, 
John Bull.—“1 Doy'r Feet Like It, sut THERE’s Room EN 


AND FOR ME To Keep Fart.” 
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THE DRAMAPHONE. 





has not brought over another “* Belle of New York,” 

but she herself is likely to be the belle of London, 
which, perhaps, in spite of its docks and its horse-cars. is not 
a bad second. The new comic opera at the Shaftesbury is 
called “The Fortune Teller ;” but, if it weren’t for Miss 
Nielsen, it wouldn’t get any further than telling it—it 
wouldn’t bring it to the management. But with Miss Nielsen. 
all should be well. The plot got lost early in the evening— 
indeed, there are some disagreeables who say it wasn’t there 
when the curtain went up, yet we are sure we saw a shadow of 
it for at least the first two minutes—but we forgot to look for 
it because we were looking at Miss Nielsen. 


The remarkable thing about her is that, being the heroine 
of an American musical play, Miss Nielsen can sing. One 
dreads to think for this reason, she has possibly mistaken het 
vocation after all. And, being the heroine of a comic opera, 
American or any other, she has to disguise herself in many 
different disguises, any one of which would not have sutticed 
to deceive even an English detective. It is surely a concession 
to British moderation and hatred of exaggeration that this 
comic operatic heroine only had three disguises to assume in 
so many hours. Three in all, that is; they were shuffled and 
cut a good many times, but the sum total was only three. We 
felt a little like being defrauded of the money we had not paid 
for our complimentary seats. 


M ISS ALICE NIELSEN may console herself. She 
/ 


The story is supposed to take place in Hungary. The fathe1 
of the genuine Hungarian gipsy heroine is a German dialect 
comedian—which opens up a problem in philology of a most 
interesting nature. Miss Nielsen is the gipsy heroine. She 
has a Zingara song which sets the blood dancing. There is 
another Hungarian young lady heroine, who is a pupil in a 
ballet school, which practises in the grounds outside the opera 
house—evidently the open-air cure for probability. She is 
heiress to a terrific property castle somewhere, and is exactly 
like the gipsy heroine. There is no jealousy between these 
two leading ladies, for Miss Nielsen is both of them. 
There is also a young officer of dragoons who can’t be found, 
who is the brother of the terpsichorean novice, and so Miss 
Nielsen is occasionally the young dragoon. And _ very 
charming she looks. 


The dainty singer and actress—who has had the extra 
ordinary humility among comic opera heroines to have her 
voice trained, thus inferring that there was anything on 
earth for her to learn—romps and warbles her way through 
to our very great delight. She is assisted by several very 
tunny comedians, whose jokes have nothing to do with the 
case; but as there is no case for them to hang on to they 
can’t be blamed. Also by Mr. Cowles, a gentleman with a 
bass voice so big that the County Council may think it blocks 
the gangways ; by Mr. Rushworth, whose baritone is of a very 
pleasant quality, by several sweet-voiced ladies and gentlemen, 
and by a fine chorus and orchestra. 


In spite of Mr. Harry B. Smith’s libretto, a very enjoyable 
evening can be spent with “The Fortune Teller,” and when 
Mr. Victor Herbert’s music can be heard through the brass 
and tympani, it is often very tuneful and catchy. 


“Le Monde ou L’On S’ Ennuie” is being played in English 
at Terry’s under the title of “Lion Hunters.” In a world 
where one is generally bored it is the least boring thing we 


FUN. 
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“Here i aA Nore rrom Your Morner-tn-Law, 
Sayrne SHE is UnasLe to Stay With You, as SHe Has 
ACCIDENTALLY Fatuen Down STAIRS AND ~~ BROKEN 
Her Lec.” 

“For GoopNESs SAKE, Man, Don’r Make Me Lauau, 
ve Gor a Spur Lee.” 





have seen fora long time. The moral of Pailleron’s delicious 
comedy is: Where there’s a will there’s a wayward girl to be 
won, and where there’s a conservatory there’s kissing. brom 
which it can be seen how real and true to Nature is his play 
The scene where all the women leave the conversazione to see 
their swains in the palmarium, each separately pleading a 
headache, is delightful. As a cure for headache ferns and 
rustic seats are evidently far superior to anti-pyrine. A 
charming play, consummately acted by Miss Nina Boucicault 
and Miss Susie Vaughan, capitally played by Miss Macbeth, 
Mr. Mackay, and Mr. H. B. Irving ; laughter and sentiment 
captivatingly combined. 

Mrs. Brown Potter as a lady snake is distinctly fascinating 
Seeing snakes at the Avenue is a most delightful variant of an 
old complaint. Galatea and Niobe were statues, Nicandra is 
of the genus ophidian. She is stuffed, comes to life and sets 
everyone by the ears. The result is a moderately funny farce, 
with the unusual attractions of a tragic snake, played with 
wonderful contortions by Mrs. Potter, who is supported by a 
very excellent company, including Mr. Charles Groves, Mr. 
H. B. Warner, Miss Cynthia Brooke, Miss Daisy Atherton, 
and Miss Pollie Emery. THE STAGE COACH. 
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WINE IN OLD 


BOTTLES. 


NEW 


(‘* The present movement for supplying the 
million with first-class literature at easy rates of | 
payment should not be without effect on the | 
social developments of the immediate future. | 
Human nature will remain the same, but a wider 
scope may conceivably be given to its interests 
and range of ideas, even among the poorer classes 


of the community.” — Day Paper. | 





ScENE: Clare Market, Saturday evening. 
Mrs. Brown and Mrs. Hooper discovered 
shopping. 





Mrs. H.— Well meanin’, no doubt of it, 
but hawful hignorant. I was chatting 
discursive like to ’er about them early 
Phcenicians what you read of in the ‘Encyclo- 
pedyer,’ an’ I could tell she didn’t know 
but what they was a sort of spring cabbidge. 
Hignorant I calls ’er.” 

Mrs. L.—“ Well, that’s better nor some 
of them] what’s stuck up on the little learnin’ 
they ‘ave got. That there Mrs. Smithers 
told) me this mornin’ she was taking ’ome 
the ’ebdomadal washing. Just because ’er 
usband bin an’ took in the ‘Century 
Dictionary’ there’s no ’olding with the 
words she uses.” 

Mra /H.—“Stuck up cat. ‘Semper Hau- ——— 
gustus’ I calls ’er, like what them Kaisers 
used to put in their titles, in the "Oly Roming Hempire, 
what Mr. Bryce writes of. Not that she’d know what it 
meant, seeing as she aint never read no’Undred Best Books 
like what I’ve bin accustomed to.” 
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Mrs. b.—“ And ’er own sister so badly circumstanced too ! 

















SILLY QUESTIONS. 
“Have You TRIED THE TuBE?” 





Sent Out For You! 
Tramp (indignantly).—“1I Dipn’r Ask FoR Work, Ma’am, I ASKED 
FOR SOMETHING TO EAT.” 
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, karmer’s Wife—“ Wuy Dipy’t You Eat THAT PIECE oF STEAK | 
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That ’usband of ’ers spends all ’is time an’ wages travellin’ 
about to mooseums an’ galleries, readin’ of -Hassyrian 
Hieroglyphicses, and ’is pore wife an’ children don't see 
so much as a pennyworf of Dante from week’s end to week's 
end. ‘Talk about neglect! I lent ’em some back numbers 
of the Revoo d’ doo Mondes last week, and they was that 
grateful.” 

Mrs. H.—“There now. And that Mrs. Smithers ’olding 
‘erself like a Doge of Venice. It’s my opinion, I sez to ‘er, 
that your spellin’s no better than it should be, an’ as 
for hinformation, why my youngest boy knows more 
about the ’yksos Dinnersty in Hegypt an’ the Harian 
Schism an’ Solar Mythses an’ the Hitalian Re-nuisance 
than ever you'll get to know if you lives to be a Centurion. 
‘Mrs. ‘Ooper,’ she sez to me, ‘you're no linguist.’ After 
a remark like that I ’ad to ostrichise ‘er from my 
acquaintance.” 

Mrs. B.—“ Very proper, my dear. Same with me an’ that 
Mrs. O’Dowd what borrowed my ‘Goldin Legend ’ and aint 
never returned it. ‘Where does yer ope to go to,’ I arst ¢r. 
‘Not to Bubastis, I ’opes,’ sez she, ‘’cos I should be sure 
meet you there,’ meaning that cimitery place where they 
hembalmed dead cats. ‘Mrs. O’Dowd,’ I sez, ‘ you may con- 
sider yourself a Hegyptologist, but it’s my opinion you're more 
fit to in’abit a Like Dwelling.’ Since which there’s been 4 
glacial hepoch between us.” 

Mrs. H.—“ An’ no wonder. Well, my dear, I must be alter 
getting some pig’s trotters; my ’usband do like a ungulate 
relish with ’is supper.” AKI. 


(Eveunt severally.) 
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Interviewer (to Society Actress).—“ AND ONE QuxEsTION Morr. Wuat YEAR woutp You LIKE To af 
BE Born IN?” 
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TWEEDLEDUM AND TWEEDLEDEE. 


HEY were standing on boards with a picture of a 
country scene behind them, with a row of footlights 
in front of them, each with an arm round the other’s 

neck. Each had a patch of rouge on the tip of his nose. 

“Who are you?” asked Alice. 

“That’s a question,” said one. 

“ Contrariwise,” said the other, “it’s an answer. And if 
it’s an answer it demands an answer. Who are you, Miss?” 

“T’m a lady,” said Alice, ‘and I’m trying to understand the 
great world.” 

The two fat little men turned and grinned at each other. 

‘Please do tell me who you are?” pleaded Alice. 

“We're the famous Jingo Brothers,” said one. “ We sing 
patriotic songs in the music halls, knock each other about, and 
make intellectual people laugh.” 

“Ts that why you rouge your noses ?” asked Alice. 

“ Blow our noses !” exclaimed one of the brothers. ‘ Don’t 
make personal remarks. What have our noses got to do 
with it?” 

“ Contrariwise,” said the other, “ what have our noses not 
got todo with it? Would the people laugh if we had not got 
red noses? That’s the point. Ho, ho!” 

*T don’t think red noses look funny,” said Alice 

* What do they look, then?” said Tweedledum. 

“ Disgusting,” said Alice. 

The brothers whispered to each other, eyeing Alice with 
considerable interest. After a moment one of them said 
aloud, “ Tell her the truth.” 

‘ Contrariwise,” said the other, “tell her a rumti-tiddledee, 
and trust to luck.” 

“Do you like singing patriotic songs and knocking each 
other about?” said Alice in the midst of this conference. 

‘‘ Again, I say, tell her the truth.” 

“ Contrariwise, you tell her.” 

“My dear,” said the one Alice saw by his collar was 
Tweedledum, “to tell you the truth we do not like our life. 
We are not by nature fond of horseplay, but our minds are 
naturally of a somewhat gloomy and philanthropic kind. 

“ How dreadful for you !” exclaimed Alice, with great pity. 

“We believe in no expansion, save that of our own waist- 
coat buttons,” said Tweedledum. 
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We Chapter IV. 





“Contrariwise,” began the other 
% . ’ 
Tweedledum cut him short. 
“ Sing her a song,” he said. 
vr >] ° . 

“No, no,” said Alice, “T hate music ha!) 
songs.” 

“ Which shall it be?” said Tweedledee 

“*The Bishop and the Colonist’ js tho 
saddest,” Tweedledum replied, hugging his 
brother’s neck. 

Cris: ie Tweedledee instantly started off with - 
“The Bishop and the——” 

But Alice interrupted. “Tf it’s an ant; 
Imperial song,” she said, “I can’t listen to 
it ” 

Tweedledee smiled gently, and began 
again : 

m . ¥ . 
The Bishop and the Colonist 
Were walking hand in hand, 
They wept like crocodiles to see 
Such heaps of foreign land ; 
. . ? » 
“Tf this were only England’s lot, 
They said, ‘“‘it would be grand !” 


but 






‘Tf several missions quarrelled here 
For something like a year, 

Do you suppose,” the Bishop asked, 
“That they would sweep it clear?” 

“T doubt it,” said the Colonist, 
And shed a pious tear. 


“() natives come and walk with us,” 
The Bishop did beseech, 

‘A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk, 
Our soldiers within reach, 

And O, I really do not think 
You’ve ever heard me preach.” 


—— 
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THE BIsHoP AND THE COLONIST. 
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The eldest native looked at him. 
Sut never an inch he rose, 

The eldest native winked his eye, 
With finger to his nose, 

Meaning to say, tho’ much obliged, 
He did not care to close. 


“The time has come,” the Bishop said, 
“To talk of many things : 

Of rum—and guns—and dynamite. 
Of Bibles—mines—and kings— 

And if you would not happier be 
Wearing angelic wings.” 


*“ But wait a bit,” the natives cried, 
“We dare not seek our graves, 
For some of us are cannibals, 
And all of us are knaves !” 
“No hurry,” said the Colonist, 


“ We'll make you into slaves.” 


“It seems a shame,” the Bishop said, 
“To play on them with Krupp, 
After they’ve learned on colza oi! 
To breakfast, dine, and sup!” 
The Colonist said nothing, but 
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“The market’s going up ! 


“T call that a herrid song,” said Alice: “and it’s quite 
untrue unless you mean that the Bishop and the Colonist were 


'renchmen.” 

‘But we don’t,” said Tweedledum. 

“ Contrariwise,” said Tweedledee ; “if they were Frenchmen 
we shouldn’t sing about them.” 

“But it’s not true of England,” said Alice. 

“Well, we like to think it true,” said Tweedledum ; “for you 
see, my dear, we get so sick of Jingo songs that we fly to the 
other extreme,” 

“When we aren’t flying at each other's throats!” growled 
Tweedledee. 

And then, before Alice could interfere, Tweedledee flung 
himself upon Tweedledum, beating him in the face with his 
little pudgy fists, and kicking him on the shins with his little 
‘tumpy feet. Tweedledum began to yell, catching hold of 


guinea, please.” 


Tweedledee’s nose, tweaking it till all the rouge came off on 
his fingers and crumbled to the ground. Then there was a 
pause, 

“You see,” said Tweedledum, “we never really draw 
blood.” 

*Contrariwise,” said Tweedledee, “ we only scatter our 
paint,” 

‘And so you see,” said Tweedledum, “it’s not so much a 
inatter of a fight as a make up.” 

“We're always making-up,” said Tweedledee. “Pass the 
rouge.” 

And as Alice walked away the two knockabouts were 
hugging each other and making-up each other's nose at the 
same time. 


CONSCIENCE MAKES COWARDs. 
Drill Sergeant.—“ Hold up your head, Number Three!” 
Raw Reeruit (mournfully).—“ Oi can’t sorr. Oi owe Private 
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Mulligan foive shillin’s and can’t pay him! 


A LitrLe KNOWLEDGE. 

A smal] boy went to see his grandmother. After looking 
eagerly round the handsomely furnished room where she sat, 
he exclaimed, enquiringly : 

“Oh! grandmamma, where is the miserable table papa says 
you keep ‘eg 


EXPERIMENTUM DOocgtT. 
“Ma,” remarked the small boy, “isn’t it funny that every 
body calls my little brother a bouncing baby ?”’ 
“Why do you think it is funny, William?” asked the 
mother, 
“ Because when I drop ped him on the floor this morning he 
didn’t bounce a bit!” 


HEART DISEASE. 

* Doctor,—* Good morning, Mr. Lover. What can I do for 
you - 

Mr. Lover. —* I—I called, sir, to—to ask for the hand of —of 
your daughter.” 

Doctor.—* Humph! Appetite good /” 

Mr. Lover.- 
bs Not very.” 

Doctor.—“How 
is your pulse 2” 

Mr. Low i 
Z Very ra pid 
when — when I 
am with her. 
Very feeble when 
away. 

Doctor. 
“Troubled with 
palpitation ?” 

Mr. Lover.— 
“Awtully, when 
| think of 
her.” 





-_ 
| Softy.—“ I See THE AMERICANS ARE 


Doctor.—*Take | STILL FIGHTING THE PHILISTINES.” 
my daughter. | Smarty.—“ Yes, You Micut Have 
You'll soon be | HeLtpep THEM, ONLY You Sez, OLtp Man, 


' 


cured. One | Samson’s ANcrenT Weapon Has FALien 


Into Disuse.” 
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COMPANY THE CAUSE. 


Jones.—“ WELL, BripGET, Woy ARE You LEAVING? 
Can’T You anD Your MistTrRESS AGREE?” 

Bridget (sorrowfully).—“ An, YES, INDADE, SoRR, BUT 
Or Can’r BEAR DTHE POLACEMON ON ID)THIS BATE.” 


THE DRAMATIST FROM OUTSIDE. 


Ouk CORRESPONDENT SENDS ANOTHER HINT FoR BEGINNERS. 

SCENE: Lvterior of country house ; lawn that sounds like 
wooden boards when stepped on, and apple trees bearing roses. 
Pranoforte within ceases playing as curtain goes up. HELEN 
HEATHCOTE comes out of house with child. 

HELEN HeaATHcorE (smoothing hair of child ).— My pretty 
one, how bright and happy you look this morning. Tell me 
what is it that makes you so gay ?” 

CHILD (shri//y).—“ Because I shall soon see my dear Peepa.” 

HELEN Heatucote.—“ Ah, darling! (afected.) There you 
and I find a common bond—a single chain of thought which 
links our hearts together. Somehow, in spite of this happy, 
happy morn, when the sun shines radiantly, and (looking up) 
the skies are untinged by a single cloud (chirruping off), when 
the birds sing gaily, and all Nature is at peace, somehow I have 
a presentiment that harm is happening to my dear one. But 
tush ! (lightly). Away with these foolish forebodings. My 
child, shall we pluck some roses to greet Papa on his return ?” 

CaILp.—* Take care not to prick your fingers, Meema.” 

HELEN Hearucore (reflectively ).— How true it is that no 
rose is without its thorn ; that no pleasure is without its close 
companion, pain.” 

CHILD.—‘*Meema! I think I hear Peepa’s horse. (They 
listen.) Hark! It comes nearer.” 

HELEN HEATHCOTE (to herself’).—“ Courage, foolish heart. 

Prove yourself a true woman. Thrust aside these nervous 

















N= —=EOE— 


fears and meet your dear one with a merry smile, ( Harry 
HEATHCOTE rushes on and embraces them hurriedly.) enry 
you are agitated! Why are you so pallid? Why do your 
usually trustful eyes evade my glance ?” 

Henry HEATHCOTE (with affectation of lightness),—«;, 
nothing, dear heart. A mere bagatelle! Run along litt}. 
one, I have something that I wish to speak of to dea; 
Mamma.” 

Cup (affrighted ).—“ Oh, Peepa! Peepa !” 

HeLen.—“ Harry! There is that in your voice which tel]s 
me you are keeping something from me. I am your wife and 
I have a right to know. I insist upon sharing your troubles, 
whate’er they be.” 

Harry (faltering ).—“ I cannot tell them to you, Helen,” 

CHILD (interferingly ).—“ Peepa! Peepa! Won't you tel] 
Meema ?” 

Harry (touched ).—“ The dear child’s command decides me. 
Much as I wish to spare you pain, Helen, I feel now that | 
must tell you all.” 

Heten.—“ But why should you tremble so?” 

Harry (hoarsely).—“In mercy’s sake, Helen, send the 
child indoors. Quick, quick, there is not a moment to lose. 
They are pursuing me. By subterfuge, I have eluded them, 
but in a brief space the sleuth hounds of the law will be here.” 
(Child goes indoors.) 

HreLen.—“ Explain, I implore !” 

Harry.—“ Helen, in two hours from now your husband wil] 
be standing in a felon’s dock.” 

HELEN (much agitated).—“ This is a dream, a nightmare. 
But tell me! You are innocent ?” 

Harry.—“ As innocent (takes off hat) as those fair roses in 
your hand.” 

HELEN (reverently).—“ Heaven be thanked! But hush! 
(They both hush.) I hear the sound of voices. Come, let us 
prepare for the worst.” 

Harry.—“ Ah! my own true loving wife! Whatever the 
troubles that may be in store for us, you will ever be the 
magnet, the steering gear, the bright load star, the good angel, 
the sweet true hope of my existence.” 


(Enter detectives.) 
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PARTNERS TO THE Last. 

A Southern darky, wishing the inhabitants of 
the village to know that he and his venerable 
partner had decided to retire from active life, 
astonished them one morning by placing the 
following sign above the door of the establish- 
ment : 

“Dis am to infohm de public dat me an’ Ike 
am goin’ out of bis’ness. Dem dat owes de firm 
may settle with me ; dem dat de firm owes may 
settle with Ike.” 


MISTAKEN IDENTITY. 

Wife.—“ Did you know the cook was in the 
next room when you were swearing and com, 
plaining over the breakfast ?” 

Hushand.—“ Good heavens, no! I thought it 
was you.” 

A Curr oF THE OLD Bock. 

Mark Twain’s daughter, Miss Clara L. Clemens, 
in entering upon her career as a concert singer, 
had a long conference with a manager. Many 
matters were discussed, plans made and details 
settled, Miss Clemens dictating her own ideas. 
The young singer, who had experienced con 
siderable difficulty in obtaining parental consent 
to a public career, showed her earnestness by the 
business-like manner in which she looked into 
atfairs. 

When matters had been fully considered and 
the manager was about to leave, Miss Clemens 
said, with the large determination that small 
bodies not infrequently possess : 
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“T wish it distinctly understood that my , i 
father’s née t I ione all i Fl , —— a a | 

ather’s name is not to be mentioned at all in j - 4 “A Wis GAY 
connection with my singing in public.” <2 ene ; a 4 A gho’ = shal | 


Mark Twain, who had been sitting in the room 
during the interview, in which, however, he had 
taken no part, looked up quizically and said, with 
a twinkle in his eyes : 

“ You see what it is to have a thankless child.” 


HARD ON THE COLLAR. 
Wife.—“I see some Canadian has invented a_ buttonless 
shirt.” 
Husband (sarcastically).—“ That’s nothing new. I wear 
them regularly.” 


é 


No DirFicuLty In THAT. 

“T wish I was worth £10,000 a-year,” said Dobbins. 

“What good would it do you, for you don’t spend your 
present income ?” enquired Hobbins. 

“Oh! I would be economical on a larger scale.” 

One Lesson WELL LEARNED. 

Uncle.—“ What are you doing at the telephone, Karl? You 
ought to have been at home a long time ago.” 

Nephew.—Please don’t stop me, uncle. I was kept in after 
school to-day, and I would rather tell papa by telephone.” 


QUITE SUFFICIENT. 
Lady (to departing servant).—‘“ What do you want me to 
say m your reference ?” 
Servant.—“ Just that I stood it for six months with you, 
mem—that’ll answer very well.” 





“Or Tectt Ye, THere’s As orn A HEART BEATING UNDER AN OIRISH 
TUNIC AS UNDER ANNY ScoTrisH KIL.” 


MATRIMONEY MARKET. 


ANNS-RATE well maintained after Kaster slump. 
Home Girls steady, especially when contrasted with 
the smart advances of American Girls. Doras are 

still at pa, but Saras and Adas are at a premium, owing to the 
rise of Little Chats. Noras are seriously affected by the fall 
of Middies in the Far East, where the eternal fight between 
Bull and Bear continues to rage. Berthas very firm and 
hardening. Attempt to corner Copper on the part of operators 
in meat, vegetables, and other food-stutfs. Heavy fall of Potts 
in the kitchen, when ruse discovered. Two hundred and 
fifty-six couples hammered last week by the Registrar in the 
City alone. Further capitulations awaited hourly owing to 
long-standing engagements. Haddocks break—fast. Rapid 
circulation of gilt-edged invitation cards, and great scarcity of 
week to week money. Stoney brokers endeavouring to 
negotiate six months Bond Street Bills, but buyers still as 
ready as ever. Purses full bar gold. Per scented note circu- 
lation brisk. Better mood in the “ House,” and indeed a more 
cheerful tone all round. Less business with Waterworks. 
Indian “T” groups helped to ease matters. Phosphorus- 
tipped Vestas in great demand by dealers in tobacco, Strong 
opposition on the part of the Threadneedle manipulators. 
Gold ring broken. 
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FUN. 


C'URATE (1 ry ple axed),—** Vicar, I’ve 
had a great compliment paid me to-day. 
A member of the congregation asked to 
be allowed to see the MS. of my sermon.” 


Vicar. —‘' That’s very nice. Who was 
it?” 

Curate (more pleased ). “Oh! 
Thompson. You know Thompson, the 


Inspector of Nuisances ? ”__ Outlook. 


Casrty.—‘‘ Flanagan has been mar- 
ried foive years, but sorra the chick or 
child as he got.” 

Cassipy.—‘‘ Thrue for ye. I wonder 
is that hereditary in his family or hers.” — 
Philade /plh ia Presa, 


Huspanp (hitterly).—‘* Now that I am 
making fifty thousand a year you don't 
seem to be as happy as when I was making 
ten!” 
Wire.—‘* Very true, my dear. But you 
must remember that then it was so much 
easier for us to live within our income.” 


Puck, 





In the palmy days of Greece three philo- 
sophers sat ayainst the sunny side of the 
temple scratching themselves and dis- 
cussing the Infinite and the branches 
thereof, 

‘A woman,” said one, ‘* dresses to please 
the men.” 

‘* A woman,” said the other, assertively, 
‘dresses to worry the other women.” 

The discussion waxed acrimonious, until 
both appealed to the third, who belonged to 
the school of the trimmers. 

‘*A woman,” said he, ‘‘ dresses to please 
the men, and thereby worry the other 
women. ’—Jndianopolis Press. 











Kirst LADY PASSENGER.—‘‘If that 
window isnt opened this minute I know I 
shall die.” 
SECOND 
window * 
sure.” 
PHILOSOPHICAL GENTLEMAN, —‘** Condue- 
tor, please keep that window open till one 
of these ladies die, then shut it and give 
the other an opportunity to quit this vale 
of tears.” — Boston Transcript. 
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UNDER THE 
SPREADING CHESTNUT 
TREE. 


Bank CasHieR.—‘‘ My dear, sir, your 

Neiornour.—'tT just ran in to say that aNK ace at. ok lrawn so a a 

. pave oe sake ens mien tt alan. 

your boy is playing in the puddle out there, I compelled to ask you to transier 1t else 
and he'll catch cold, sure!” Whee w . 

‘But, good heavens, I don’t know any 


Fonp Fatnen. —‘* That’s all right, mum ; 
“— , » P ; . . » 9 99 ‘ y 
no harm, mum, he’s got a cold already !” other bank that will trust me !”—Life. 


Chicago News, 


SUPERFLUOUS WorRky. 


HoLes IN Porous PLASTER. 


‘*What are the holes for?” asked little 
| Edna, looking at the porous plaster that her 
mother was preparing to put on Willie’s 


A SUDDEN THING. 
STRAWBER.—‘' It’s wonderful how sud- 
denly you can stop an automobile.” 
SINGERLY.—‘‘Isn’t it? I> was twenty 
miles from home the other day and mine back. —_ : ae 
stopped so suddenly I had to walk home.” | It’s funny you don t know that, sis, 
interposed Willie. ‘*They’re to let the 


hetrow Free Press, : : - 
pain out, of course.” — Exchange. 


Nor His Anak. a ee 

‘*T don’t like your heart action,” the 
doctor said, applying the stethoscope again. 
‘“You have had some trouble with angina 
pectoris, ” 


CHOICE ARTICLE. 


INQUISITIVE NEIGHBOUR.—‘* Dear little 
thing ; how much did she weigh 7” 
Proup YounG MoTHER.—‘‘ Six pounds, I 
‘* You're partly right, doctor,” sheepishly believe. But we don’t estimate babies in 
answered the young man: ‘‘ only that isn’t this family by weight, Mrs. Nexdore.’- 
Chicago Tribune. Chicaar Tribune. 





her name.” 
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Pa.—‘* That young Perkins who 
here seems a very patient admirer,” 
DAUGHTER. —‘* Oh ! yes, pa; he’s awfully 
patient—but he isn’t a bit persevering »” 
Detroit Free Preaza, >= 


COMekr 





‘* THOSE pigs of yours,” said the countr 
rector, ‘‘are in fine condition, Jarvis.” 

‘* Yes,” answered Jarvis; ‘ sure they be 
Oh ! sir, if we was all of us only as fit to die 
as them, we'd do.”— Kansas City Star. 


AN INcITER oF Roots. 
—**What’s the 
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THE JUDGE. 
against this man ? 
. OFFICER CasEY.—‘‘ Incithin’ a riot. 
anner. 

THE JupGE.—‘**‘ What was he doing %” 

OFFICER CasEy.—‘* He wuz shtandin’ on 
his doorstep watchin’ the Saint Pathriék’s 
Day parade, yer ’anner, an’ him a Orange 
man. — Puck, 


( harge 


yer 


Book WORM. —‘‘ Mercy onme! But I was 
lucky to get out of that book. I have 
never felt so ill in my life.” — Life. 

(,00D REASON. 

Lapy.—‘‘Oh! how dirty your face ig, 


little boy.” 
Boy.—‘* Yes’m; we hain’thad no company 


for more’n a week.” —Judye. 
C_. 1 
LINGERING INSANITY. 
] 


Two inmates of a Scotch asylum working 
in the garden decided upon an attempt to 
escape. Watching their opportunity when 
their keeper was absent they approached 
the wall. 

‘* Noo, bend doon, Sandy,” said the one, 

‘*and Ill climb up your shoulder to the top, 
and then Pll gie ye a hand up tae.” 

Sandy accordingly bent down. Tam 
mounting his back, gained the top of the 
wall, and, dropping over the other side, 
shouted as he prepared to make off: 

‘‘ T’'m thinking, Sandy, you'll be better tae 
bide anither fortnight, for you’re no near 
richt yet.”—Glasgow Times. 

REDUCING. 

She says she fasts, the little saint, 
Her petty sins recanting ; | 
But those who are the best acquaint, 

Declare she’s merely banting. 


— Puck. 


The Editor cannot be responsible for 
the return of MSS. or sketches submitted 
‘or consideration, and in no case will re- uy 
jected matter 
he returned 
unless accom- 
panted by 
a stampedand 
addressed 
envelope. 
Publication in 
Fun alone 
uill be recog- 
nised as the 
acceptance of 
contributions 
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